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I LOYB the nooks and comers of Oíd England ! 
I have been a wanderer upon the earth, aad my 
life has been strangely chequered ; stiU my heart 
warms when I behold the bright and sunny spots 
of my native land. The village church with its 
ivied tower, the niined abbey and baronial hall, 
the woodland glen and forest glade, have each a 
peculiar beauty, which is only to be found in 
English sceneiy. Under the inñuence of this 
feeling I have often rambled out of my way to 
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visit an oíd churcb, or survey the mouldering re- 
mains of some ancient minster. 

During these excursive visits I have been in 
the habit of dotting down my observations and 
thoughts on the passing scene, occasionally 
peoplmg it with beings of my own creating. 

It was on one of these occasions, when I 
visited Lancashire, that the foUowing pages were 
written. 

While I resided in Presten I was much struck 
with the beauly of its environs. It mattered 
little whitiier I bent my steps, I perceived in 
every direction that Nature had bestowed her gifts 
with a lavish hand. The botanist, geologist, an- 
iiquary, and general lover of the picturesque were 
alike indebted to her bounly. 

During my desultoiy rambles on the banks of 
the Eibble, I have often gazed with delight on the 
various picturesque points of view in the sur- 
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rounding sceneiy as I watched the river wind its 
serpentino way through the broad and peaceful 

valley. When the mind becomes predisposed to 
admire the beautiñil, it requires but little stretch 
of the imagination to clothe the objects before us 
with romantic incidents, and give to 



" Airy nothingiieBS 



A local habitation and a ñame." 

The foUowing legend is of this description, 

being a mere creation of the fancy— i-in short, a 

poet*s dream. One of my greatest delights was 

to watch during the simset of a simimer's evening 

the picturesqne oíd Chnrch of Penwortham cast> 

ing its lengthening shadows upon the calm still 

waters. It was only needfdl to find an oíd castle 

or baronial dwelling, a priory or abbey, and some 

other necessary adjuncts to weave a tale of in- 

terest or mysteiy ; and it was not long before my 

wants were satisfied. 

B 2 
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I foTind, after a little research, that a castle 
formerly stood to the north of ihe church, on what 
is now called the " castle hill." I am told that 
some remains of it, such as fragments of broken 
arches and walls, existed sixty years ago ; be that 
as it may, not a vestige is at present left, but, like 
the owners, it has floated down the stream of 
time, and left 

" No wieck behind." 

It is unknown whether it was built by the 
Britons, Komans, or Saxons : one thing, however, 
is certain, Edward the Confessor possessed the 
Barony and Castle of Penwortham, so that its high 
antiquity is unquestionable. William the Gon- 
queror afterwards bestowed it on one of his 
favourites, Koger de Busli, who probably resided 
there. 

Soon after the Gonquest some monks irom 
Evesham, in Worcestershire, foimded a Prioiy 
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here, which they dedicated to the Blessed Virgin, 
and it ezisted until the disaolution of the re- 
ligious houses."!^ 

There isi another object on which, as it forms 
a prominent point in mj nacrative, I must offer a 
few remarks. 

Pn the road which leads from Penwortham 
Brídge to ihe Ghurch, at some distance before 
reaching the avenue leading to the entrance, there 
is a narrow paihway by which the traveller, after 

* The Ibllowing notes in &e Ootton MSS. mfer to this 
pjiory :— 

" Yitellus ZYII. Memoiandum. — ^That the Gonyent of Pen- 
woriham shall haye the Príoiy erery year agaioAt the feast of 
St Egwin, sizty Bahnons, &c. That Sir fialph de Wylcote, 
hite Prior of Penwortham, assigned to the Conyent, fi>r proyision, 
sizty Bhillings per annum out of his incrementa and Sir William 
de Chirton Abbot afflrmed the assignation ▲.]>. 1820. The 
same prior ordered for «adi of the monks an entire sahnon." 
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descending a few rude steps, may reach the £elds 
on the left hand. At the bottom of the steps, a 
little to the right, is a spring of clear water flow- 
ing into a sort of natural basin, surroimded by 
brushwood, near which I have seen primroses 
and other wild flowers blooming in the greatest 
luxuriance. This well, like others in the olden 
time, had its patrón saint. It was one of those 
acts of piety practised by our forefathers to ac- 
knowledge the inestimable valué of water by de- 
dicating all springs to some saint, but more par- 
ticularly to the Virgin Mother of our Saviour, as 
being emblematical of purity. The well at Pen- 
wortham, in accordance with this custom, is said 
to have been dedicated to " Our Blessed Ladye," 
and to have been formerly remarkable for work- 
ing extraordinazy cures ; and it is even believed 
by some to possess this power at the present day; 
in fact, I have heard many people in the neigh- 
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bourhood say, that to wash the hands In its water 

is a certain antidote to eyil. 

The ancient Priorj, like the Gastle, has passed 
away, and its site occupied by the prívate resi- 

dence of an honourable and respeetable English 
family. Its príors and monks are sleeping in the 
dust, and the solemn sound of matin song and 
vesper hymn no more reminds the earthly pilgrim 
that he daily approacbes nearer to the reahns of 
everlasting peace and rest. 

" Sic tnmmt gloria mundL" 

I must here acknowledge my obligation to Mr. 
Baines*s '* History of Lancashire," among other 
sources, for the information I have gained re- 
specting the antiquities of Penwortham and the 
neighbourhood. 

It now only remains for me to request the in- 
dulgence of my genüe readers, begging them to 
remember that the following trifle has been 
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written during those honra whioh are ugttálly de* 
voted to recreation, but which, with me, are un- 
fortanately like ** angel's vi^hs, few and far be- 
tween/* aad that it was oomposed more for the 
sake of amusement than with a yiew to pub- 
licatiott. 
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CANTO I. 



DE MOWBRAY. 



i^fjjnúi ot ^txúooví^KVít, 



o»*» » »* »mmma»»»»»»»»m» 



" Qnel Bosignnol che bi Boare piagne 
Fone snoi figli, o sua cara consorte. 
Di dolcezza empie il cielo e le campagne 
Con tante note si pietose e acorte, 
E tutta notte par che m'accompagne 
B mi rammente la mia dora sorte." 

PSI&AOH. 

1. 

*Tis siimmer — and the golden ray 
Of sunset at the cióse of day, 
So olear and bright, yet so serene, 
Imparte ite beauly to the scene ; 
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Shedding aroimd a farewell smile, 

So gloñouB jrat so calm the wbíle. 

The trees beneath the brílliant ray 

Their green and golden huea displa^ ; 

Wfaile birds irom ^verv leafy bowev, 

Inspired by the sunlit hour, 

6end forth their evening aong of praísa 

In unpremeditated laye ; 

TUl genüe evening, on her way, 

Steals úD as ends the partíng áaj. 

There'B nought on earth but owns the power 

Of twilight'g eoft and eileni hour i 

That Btillj hour of Bweet repose 

Whioh heavenly contemplatíon chose 

To raise the bouI witb thonghts of love 

From earthly thÍDgs to heaven above ; 

There's not ben^th the sky a ñower 

But feels the inñnencf of its power ; 

And as the darkneBS o'er it throws 

Her mj^tic Eihroud-^ita leaflets closd 
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As if within itself it drew 
Some silent grief — ^with tears of dew 
It droops its head upon its breast, 
And gently weeps itself to rest. 

II. 
It was in such a lovely hour* 

De Mowbray sat in thoughtful mood, 
Gazing from his lonely tower 

To were Penwortham's Priory stood. 

* The foUowing descríption may be acceptable to those readers 
who are unacqiiainted with the localities mentioned in the 
Poem : — 

The village of Penwortham is beautifíilly situated on the banks 
of the Bibble immediately opposite to Freston. The Church, 
which is an ancient and exceedingly interesting structure, stands 
within the domain of the Priory which is now the site of a modem 
gothic buñding, although it yet contains some slight remains of 
its original monastic character, such as the chapel, refectory^ &c. 

The entrance is by a lodge through a fínely wooded ayenue 
leading direcily to the Church, On the left^ soon after you enter, 
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Beside him was his lovely wife, 

A genüe being free from guile, 
Who could have smoothed his rugged life, 
And charmed him with her sunny smile, 
But that some dark and inward grief 
That felt no hope, sought no relief, 

Í8 an andent square stone with an aperture in which was for- 
merly fized a croes. Á litüe farther on the same side stands the 
Príoiy, which has now passed into the hands of the Bawstone 
family^ but, I beliere, they have not resided there since the death 
of the late Colonel Bawstone. 

At the end of the ayenne stands the ancient Chnrch of St 
Mary, and immediately beyond the churchyard wall, on the north, 
the castle hill. 

The whole is sitnated on a veiy pictnresque barrow-shaped 
hill, broken, as it were, into three tumnli, and the whole well 
wooded to the water's edge. From the smnmit there is a magni- 
ficent prospect, bounded on the west by the estuary of the 
Bibble, and on the north and east by the Longridge and Yorkshire 
Ms. St Mary's Well, I have abr^dy described as being on the 
left of the road leading from the river to the lodge gate. 
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Appeared to haunt him day by day, 

And gnaw his very soul away. 
Yet still he gazed with tearfiü eye, 

Which showed the lone heart's misery, 

To where the sacred building rose ; 

For, ere to-morrow's noon shall cióse, 

A pilgrím there must he repair, 

To pass an hoiir in holy prayer ; 

For he was bound by vow to go 

Before St. Maiy's shrine to do 

A penance on a certain day, 

To wash some former sin away. 

But what the crime ? To him alone 

Was its mysterious nature known. 



III. 
Though years of sorrow pass away, 

Fond memories of our youth remain ; 
And then it seem^rbut yesterday, 

So bright those dreams come back again. 
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So thought De Mowbray as he sate, 
His tom heart lone and desoíalo : 
He would have giren tporlds to feel 
As he once felt-«^before the steel, 
That conscience planted in his breast, 
Had made the wound that knéw no rest. 
He had braved war's tmnultuous storm ; 
Met death in every shape and form ; 
Beneath the cross had raised his brand 
Against the haughty Moslem*s band ; 
But through that dark and wild oareer 
He neither knew ñor felt a fear ; 
Yet quailed he now beneath the smart 
That rankled in his stricken heart. 



IV. 

Years passed away-^— and then he sought 
His much loved early home again ; 

With fírm resolve he lainly thought 
To break the links of misery's chain. 
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He sought the joys and glittering show 
Which kingly courts alone bestow ; 
And strove to cmsh within his breast 
The gloomy thoughts that on him prest 
Twas in a bríght and lucky hour 
He met fair Edith — ^felt her power ; 
He saw within her bríght blue eyes 
Añection*8 flame, which never dies. 
She was a thing to see and love, 
And, gentle as a trembling dove ; 
A being formed of smiles and fears, 
Whose silent thoughts broke forth in tears ; 
For none but thoughts of heaven could there 
Be found in one so puré and fair. 
He wooed her — she became his bride, 
His best beloved, his joy, his príde ! . 
And then sweet thoughts would ñll his breast 
Which gently charmed him into rest : 
He felt that Heaven sent her to bring 
His heart back £rom its wandering; 
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For when his paseion's deadly strife 
Oft seemed to wear away his life, 
She tumed to Heaven in prayer aad wept, 
And watched beside him as he slept ; 
Like Guardian Ángel fi:om aboye, 
Whose mission was of peaoe and love ! 

V. 

'Twas thus, within their oastle tower, 
In evening's still and lonelj hour, 
Fair Edith watohed as she stood by 
De Mowbray in bia agony. 
She saw tJie fearful gloom that oame 
In fíts, and shook his trembling frame ; 
She waited tiU hia bursting grief 
Had found in^teara some slight relief, 
Then raised her ailver voice— -the while 
From her sweet lips breatbed forth a smile ; 
In accents sweet tbe silence broke» 
** De Mowbray !"-*^'twas all she spoke. 
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Oh I there are times when looks and words 
Will strike upon affection's choras, 
And wake within the lonely breast 
Long dormant feelings from their rest. 
He raised his throbbing head and felt 

As if he saw an ángel there, 
He gazed on her— and then he knelt 
As if he breathed to God a prayer ! 

VI. 

But, hark ! Penwortham's Prioiy bell * 

The Ángelus is ringing, 
And sweetly o*er each hill and dell, 

Its holy music flinging ! 

* It was andently the cnstom in England, as it Í8 in Catholic 
countries at the present time, for the church bell to ring thríce in 
the day ; yiz., moming, noon, and evening ; when all who weie 
within hearing knelt, and repeated the angelic salutation, toga- 
ther with some appropriate prayer, in which they were reminded 
that they had approached nearer to their eartUy end. It deriyes 

c 2 
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While o'er yon sacred pile there gleams 
The rising moon, whose trembling beams 
On dustered shafts their glories pour, 
That they with crocket, spire, and tower, 
And fretted arch and corbel gray, 
In bold relief their forms display ; 
While from within sweet volees raise 
To God their evening hymn of praise, 

Whose sounds float through the silent air, 
Liñing the soulon upward wing 

To Heaven with thoughts of peace and prayer, 
As thus the holy fathers sing : — 



it8 ñame from the words which are lused in the Latin Testamenta 
where it íb related that the ángel appeared to Mary to an- 
nounce the coming of our Lord, " Ángelus Domini ad Mariam 
dixit Are gratia plena," &c. 
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Dear Mother of our Saviour blest I 

Before thy shrine we bend the knee ; 
Oh, grant us in our hour of rest, 

The prayers we humbly beg ñ*om thee ; 

Ave Maris Stella. 
Star of Mercy ! — ^hear our prayer, 

Look down on us as did thy child, 
When laid in Bethlehem's stable there, 

He looked and on the Magi smiled; 

Ave Maris Stella. 
Star of the Heavens I — ^beaming bright 

Over the blue and trackless sea, 
Orant the prayer that in the night, 

The watchfdl mariner asks £rom thee ; 

Ave Mañs Stella. 
Star of the Helpless ! — guard the weak ; 

Soothe the sick and sufferer*s pain ; 
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Oh ! dry the tear from sorrow's cheek, 
And guide the wanderer home again ; 

Ave Maris Stella. 

Star of Love I — ^look down from high, 
And take the weeping widow*s part ; ' 

Oh ! listen to the infantas cry, 

And comfort the afflicted heart ; 

Ave Maris Stella. 

Star of Hope I—- amid the storm 

That rages o*er the sea of Ufe ; 
We hail with joy thy lovely form 

Smiling through the warring strife ; 

Ave Maris Stella. 

Then ceased that pm>e and holy stndn, 
Ñor met the listening ear again, 
'Twas wafted to the Bihble*s side, 

And o'er its waters sweetly swept, 
It in the far off distance died, 

And all around in silence slept 



DE HOWBBAT. 23 

vn. 
De Mowbray rose — ^his fevered brain 
Felt some relief from woe agaln, 
And while he wept, he sofüy pressed 
His own dear Edith to his breast. 
'Tis said that spirits hover near 

To catch our teardrops as thej fall, 
But the repentant sinner's tear, 

Is what they prize the most of all. 
And while his irame yet trembling shook, 
His hand fair Edith genüy took, 
And led him forth that he might rest 
And cabn the sorrows of his breast ; 
She seemed to be an ángel giüde, 
Attendant ever at his side, 
With care her nightly watch to keep, 
And guard him in his hour of sleep ! 



CANTO 11. 



CANTO II. 



Xúwri 8*, ihy {Q, wv fitov 8* odSth it¿0os, 
wov xoT§ K€p«a»di Aéhs, 19 

"AAios. «i Tovr* t^popwrrts 
K^imrawt» cin}Aot ; 
I, I* a( a?. 

BlHOTBA 80PHOCLX8. 

I. 
AwAEENED by the Bwift-winged Hours, 
The siin hath leñ his eastem bed ; 
And o*er the beautiful summer flowers 
His golden light hath brighüy shed. 
The dew drops hong on evety spray 
And glitter in his briUiant ray ; 
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While, wafted on the zephyr's wings 
The bright-eyed Momingfortli he brmgs, 
All blushes like a youthful bride, 
And smiling in her beauty*s pride. 
And there are perfumes sweet and rare 
Floating in the clear fresh air ; 
While birds in eveiy copse and dell 
Hath each his tale oí love to tell. 
O Nature ! 'tía a glorious time 
To see thee in the moming*s prime, 
When all oround appears to raise 
A joyous hymn of love and praise, 
Which bursts from forest, fíeld, and skj 
In one ííill tide of melodj ! 
There is on eveiy hand a voice 
Which bids the silent heart rejoice ; 

It floats lipón the passing breeze. 
And murmura in the ríppling stream ; 

'Tis heord amid the rusüing trees 
When waving in the simny beam. 
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And then it speaks in accents sweet 
Of some bright land where all may meet; 
Where joy and peace for ever reign 
To Uve, and pari no more again. 

n. 
There is a road which winds beside 
The banks of Bibble^s silver tide ; 
Whose path is lined with goodly rows 
Of hawthom and the wild hedge-rose; 
Amidst whose branches thickly twme 
The bramble, briar, and eglantine ; 
Which scatter, from their varied bloom, 
Upon the air a rich perfume. 
Its coorse pursues a genüe sweep 
Around Penwortham's hilly steep, 
Whose side by stately woods is lined 
Of various goodly trees combined ; 
The silvery ash and oak is seen, 
Together with the linden green, 
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Waving their graceful foilage there, 
And glittering in the sunny air. 
Pursue this path, 'twill lead you straight, 
Towards the ancient Priory gate. 

ni. 
Midway up there is a dell 

With tangled weeds and copse o'ergrown ; 
Beneath whose shade our Ladye*s well, 

0*er pebbly bed and mossy stone, 
Pours forth a puré and crystal spring, 
With soft and gentle mnrmming ; 
In numerous bubbles breaking bright, 
Each sparkling with a diamond*s light, 
And gently leaps its tiny spray 
Adown the hill-side on its way ; 
Through fíelds, amid whose emerald green 
Glustering are the wild flowers seen ; 
Where crowsfoot hath the daisy met, 
With primrose and the violét. 
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Within this cool and lowly grot 

Spirits from Heaven are said to dwell ; 
So calm and saored is the spot 
Beside St. Mary's holy well. 
For maidens oft at eve repair, 
Believing that a power is there 
Which them from eveiy harm can save 
If but their hands its waters lave. 



IV. 

But who is she that wildly stands 

In this sweet spot with irenzied air, 
Who madly waves aloft her hands, 

The very image of despair? 
Her foreign garb and mien combine 
To show her of some southem clime ; 

Whose sun gires forth more brilliant rays, 

And skies are more intensely blue ; 
Whose starlit nights and cloudless days 

Impart to all a fairer hue. 
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V. 

Like sunbeam from the clouds on high, 

Shines forth the light of her black eye, 

As tenderly beneath the lash 

It steals — ^then, like the lightning^s flash, 

It bursts upon the gazer's sight, 

A glorious flood of love and light 1 

The smmy tinge that bríghtly plays 

Upon her glowing cheek pourtra ys 

The workings of a fíery sotQ 

That knows no fear, owns no control ! 

The lips proud curl — the sneering scom, 

Tells how her heart is racked and tom 

By angry thoughts, which wildly grew 

To passions of the darkest hue. 

Like some lone ruin, scathed and bare, 

Adomed with many a sculpture fair, 

Till, in a luckless hour, there carne 

The spoiler with the brand and fiame ; 
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Then swifüy by tíie scorching blast 
0*er that fair pile in foiy passed, 
Till ceased the fire that round it played 
And showed the ruin it had made ; 
Thus lene and desoíate, behold 
Her like the Fythoness of oíd. 

VI. 

Poor Inez thou hast travelled far^^ 
With love thy only beacon star, 

* To show how women, actuated by Btrong passions, can un- 
dertake long and hazardoos jonmeys, I need only alinde to the 
ezample shown by the mother of St. Thomaa of Canterboiy, 
better known as the celebiated Thomas a Becket Gilbert á 
Becket, a citisen of London, went to the crusades, and waa 
taken prísoner by the Saracens. He escaped through the as* 
siftanoe of a yonng Syrian girl, who had fiíllen yiolently in loTe 
with him, and retumed home. So strong was her affection that 
she nndertook the jonmey to EngUind, which was then ex- 
tremely hasardous, alone and on fi>ot^ knowing only two words 

D 
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Thy hope, thy all, whose cheering raj 
Hath led thee on thy lonely way. 
Is there a heart that will not own 

What woman's love hath power to do, 
Though cast upon the world alone 

She still loves on with heart as true, 
As when she lived in happier hours, 
By Fortune nursed in peaceful howers ; 
Before she felt a grief, or care, 
The heart*s deep canker-worm despair ? 

vn. 
De Mowhray litüe recks the sight, 
That like the simoom's withering blight, 
Will cross him soon when passing by 
Towards St Mary's priory. 

of Englishj '' GKlbert'' and '' London.'' She subsequently foond 
him, and they were mamed. The offspríng of this marriage waa 
the celebrated Ghancellor of England and Archbúhop of Can- 
terbury. 
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And now with measured step and slow 

He wends along his onward way, 
A setüed gloom is on his brow 

Which nought can ever clear away. 

Just where the road bends he hath passed, 

Then reaches he the well at last ; 

When, lo ! before his startled sight, 

Like some dark phantom of the night, 

Across his pathway Inez stands, 

With head erect and upraised hands, 

While bursts on him from her dark eye 

A look of speechless agony. 

Go see the lightning's vivid flash 

And listen to the thimder's crash ; 

Then mark well how the gnarléd oak 

Is shivered by the mighty stroke ; 

See this, and it will show thee well 

De Mowbray fixed as with a spell, 

Without the power to tum and flee, 

So palé and motionless stood he. 
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It seemed as if some demon carne, 
Who with the mystic Gorgon's glare 

Had gazed upon his trembling irame, 
And changed him to a statue there. 

VIII. 

Then he at last the silence broke, 
And thus in trembling accents spoke : — 

** Art thou a spirit from the dead, 

Sent here my fairest hopas to blight, 
Or her whom meeting most I dread 

That now appals my dizzy sight ? 
If thou art still an earthly thing, 
£y the guardián of this spring, 
I charge thee in her presence say, 
Why now thou stoppest me on my way ? 
For with repentant heart I go 

To kneel before St. Mary's shrine, 
And ease my weary load of woe, 

By praying for my sins and thine/' 
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IX. 

'' It is no spirít that you see 
Now standing here before your view, 

But her who once was told. by thee 
That thou with heiurt both warm and trae, 
Would love her with such holy love 
As only angels from above 
Can know ; whose sweet affection's light 
Bums on for ever puré and bright. 
Thus flattered by thy evil smile, 

She fell a Tlctim to thy plot 
And like a flower that blooméd awhile 

Then withered and ^as heeded Hot. 
Yes, 'tis Inez that you see, 
A ruin wrought by hell and thee, 
A wretch on life's rough ocean tost, 
Her peace and fame for ever loat^ 
With feelings crushed, and joys destroyed, 
And maddened by the mind's dark void, 
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That chills the heart in its distress 
Amid the wide world's loneliness. 
Yes, I have wandered far awaj 

From that fair land which gave me birth, 
Beneath whose sun a brighter raj 

Smiles forth upon the gladdened earth ; 
Yet never found I rest from pain ; 
I slept — ^but 'twas to wake again, 
To know and feel the bitter smart 
That rankles in a blighted heart, 
When vows once deemed as truly spoken 
With sweet afiections chords are broken ; 
Degraded with a sullied ñame, 
Bowed down with sorrow, sin, and shame ; 
Then left deserted and alone 
With broken heart the world to roam, 
Without a hope, a thought, or care, 
The hapless victim of despair, 
A being shmmed by all to be, 
The poor and ruined thing yon see. 
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" Here before the face oí Heaven 
As thou dost hope to be forgiven, 
By thy oath I ask thee now 
Fulñlment of thy promised vow, 
But if thy heart refuse to be 
Aroused to justice — ^then on thee 
My bitterest curse sháll surely fall 
Beyond the vain hope of recall." 

X. 

She ceased — ^there played a bitter smile 

Upon her lips of scom and pride, 
As if she pitied, yet the while 

The worst that could befall defied. 
De Mowbray quailed beneath the look 

That glanced from that dark fiery eye, 
And like some wretched culprit shook 

With conscience-stricken agony. 
There is a power beyond control, 

That dwells within the guilty breast ; 
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Which like a demon gnaws the soiü 
Unceasingly and without rest. 
It is when memory wakes at last, 
Eecalling faults and crimes long past ; 
And this, alas ! too well he knew, 
And to his heart's cost felt it too. 



XI. 

With quivering lip and pallid cheek, 
His faltering tongue essayed to speak : 
" Oh ! taunt me not — ^like scorpion stings, 
Thy words have wrung my bnrsting breast ; 
While back to mind remembrance brings 

Thy wrongs that still are unredressed. 
'* Oft; in the lonelj hour of night^ 

When sleep hath left my aching eyes, 
Spirit like before my sight, 
Thy well known form appears to rise. 
*' Thus bomid by misety's galling chain, 
I Ve felt the worm that knows no rest, 
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While phantoms of a fevered brain 

Have made a hell within mj breast. 
" Yes, Inez, 'tís decreed by Fate, 

That we again must never meet; 
No power to cióse, hath leve or hate, 

The gulf that yawns beneath our íeet 
'* And now from henee I will depart 
To kneel before our Ladye's shrine, 
There humbly ask with contrito heart, 
Forgiveness of my sins and thine. 
'* But when on yonder green hill*s side, 

Thou seest the setting sunbeams play, 
Thou'lt know that I at eyentide^^ 

Shall be upon my homeward way. 
" Then here beside this holy well, 

Well meet once more before we sever, 
To take a long and last farewell, 
Then breathe a prayer, and part for ever !** 
With smothered voice, he tumed aside, 
As if he wished a tear to hide, 
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Another moment— he was gone, 
And Inez felt herself alone. 

XII. 

Like model of the sculptor's art, 
With beamless eye and throbless heart, 
She stood as if she life had none, 
As still and motionless as stone ; 
But, oh I the wondrous change that carne 
Like clouds of darkness o'er her frame, 
I have no power by words to tell, 
She looked so like a fiend of hell ; 
A love destroyed, a cold despair, 
With hatred and revenge were there. 
Then stooping, in her hand she took 
Some water from the ciystal brook ; 

She rose then wildly gazing round, 

And flung it madly on the ground, 
While bursting from her lips, there carne 
A curse upon De Mowbray's ñame. 
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THE GÜBSE. 

" By the water of this well, 

Which I cast upon the ground, 
Is thy soul, as with a spell, 
To my will for ever bound. 

" My curse upon thy ñame, 

Will around thy heart entwine, 
It shall blast thy house's fame, 
And fáll on thee and thine. 

" In thy waking and thy sleep, 

I will haunt thee day and night, 
Like a spirit from the deep ; 
I will never quit thy sight. 

" On every passing gale, 

Thou shalt ever hear a voice, 
Which will always tell my tale, 
And forbid thee to rejoice. 



44 DE MOWBBAY. 

'" Thou can^st not escape my hate, 
Though thou strivest to be free, 
For the chain that binds thy fate, 
Is linked with thee and me. 



" And wherever thou may'st roam, 
By the land or by the sea, 
Orwithin thy casüe home, 
My curse shall follow thee." 

This said she soon, in haste withdrew, 
And in the copse was lost to view. 
While floating in the moming air, 

Her wild words through the dark woods rung, 
That e'en the fríghted birds of air 

In startled silence listening hung, 
While taking up the awfiíl tale, 

Awoke the echoes of the hill« 
They told it in the Eibble*s vale, 

Then died away — and all was still. 



CANTO III. 



i 



CANTO III. 



'' Canst thou pictare dríed up tears, 
Eyes that wept no longer weeping, 
Faithfiil woman's wrongs and fean, 
Lonely, nightly vigila keeping !" 



I. 

The curfew-bell hath toird the hour 

That bids the weaiy seek their rest, 

While roost the birds in grove and bower, 

Each pillowed on its feathered breast, 
Save that lone songstress of the night, 

Whose wild and melancholy tale 

Of love — ^beneath the fading light — 

Is echoed through the wood and vale. 
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No sound disturbs the silent air, 
The beauty of repose is there, 
Except the son and genüe tone 
As o'er their pebbly bed of stone, 
Making sweet music as they glide 
The waters of the Kibble's tide. 
One by one with shadowy light 
The stars peep out as comes the night, 
To meet within the clear blue sky 
A bright seraphic companj. 
The flowers are wet with drops of dew, 
Each sparkling with a diamond's hue, 
And where the night winds gently meet 
Fling out their odours wild and sweet. 
So cálm and still these moments seem, 
So like that bright poetic dream, 
Which shadows forth the scenes that tell 
Of that fair land where spirits dwell, 
That you would think that angels now 
Had come from Heaven to earth below, 
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To valk this weaiy world awhile 
O'er man a faithñil guard to keep, 

To watch him with & golden smile. 
And shield him in his hour of sleep. 



fiut SOOQ a great and wond'rouB change. 
So wild and drear, so dark and strange, 
O'er ahadows now this lovely scene 
As if its beaut}* ne'er had been ! 
In masses o'er the face of Heaven 
Tlie roUing clouds are npward driven, 
And trembling cature stande ^haet 
Waiting for tbe coming blast ! 
The leaves on every tree and bough. 
As if with fear, are drooping now; 
Tbere reigns a death-like stilhiess round, 
Save where a Ion and distant aound, 
In murmorB, Btrikes the atartled ear, 
That filis tbe mind with awe and fear ! 
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But see ! — ^that sudden flash oí light, 

And then another ! — ^the bewildered sight 

Tums blind and dizzy with the hue 

Oí that bright flame of vivid bine ; 

And, hark ! the thunder pealas deep swell 

Is echoed from each hiU and dell, 

BoUing amid the lurid sky 

In loud tumultuous reveby ; 

While rushing watere downward pour 

A flood of rain amid the roar. 

Like sea of molten metal seems 

The swollen river, when the gleoms 

Of lightning o'er its troubled deep 

In broad successive flashes sweep. 

It is a wild and fearful night, 
A night that well might chosen be 

For deeds that maj not see the light, 
And fiends to walk the earth be írec. 
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in, 
Yet where is Mowbray at this hour? 
For now the night is waning late, 
He comes not to his casüe tower, 
His home is lone and desoíate ; 
The Lady Edith in her bower, 

With anxious heart and tearfdl eje, 
In silence watches every hour, 
As wearily it passes by. 
Yet sits she there in her distressj 
And smiling in her loveliness. 
Tis strange that ene so meek and kind, 
Who scarce can bear the passing wind, 
Shonld thus expose her fragüe form, 
Begardless oí the raging storm. 
In such a night a watch to keep 
When all beside are wrapped in sleep ; 
But that her mind was made to show 
What woman in her love can do. 
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The lightDÍng*s flash and thunder^s peal, 

Have not the power to make her feel 

A fear ; although, perhaps, the worst 

On her devoted head may burst. 

Yet what cares she ? for no control 
Has terror o'er her pent-up soul ; 

For she upon a single throw, 

Has staked her being here below ; 

Should that be lost — ^her joys destroyed, 

The World would be to her a void. 

'Twas Mowbraj's love which once possessed, 

No other thought could fíU her breast ; 

Yet dark foreboding thoughts would steal 

Across her mind and make her feel 

That agonizing death-like chill, 

The presage of some coming ill ; 

The heart's cold sickness of delaj, 

When fades the light of Hope away. 
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IV. 

The moming dawns. The coming day 
With sunlit smiles now laughs away ; 
The floating douds that hurry by 
Upon the wind across the sky ; 
And nothing of the.storm remains, 

Except that deep and sullen roar, 
Which, swoUen by the heavy rains, 

The ríver makes upon the shore. 
There is a freshness in the breeze 
That gently bends the rustling trees, 
While carol forth their early lay, 
The birds from every floweiy spray. 
De Mowbray still retums not home, 

Although the day will soon be spent, 
While his retainers forth to roam 

And seek their lord in haste are sent. 
They fínd him not — ^although is made 
Strict search through wood and forest glade, 



54 DS HOWBRAY. 

And every dell and brake around, 
Yet of his track no clue is found. 
Many a weaiy night and day 
In ñxdtless search is passed away, 
Yet still they found no sign or trace 
Of him they sought in endless chase ; 
Till Hope on which they yet relied. 
With sickening disappointment died. 

V. 

But where is she who seemed to be 
The ruler of his destiny ? 
Dark Inez, who appeared to hold 
A secret power that uncontrolled, 
Could sway De Mowbray to her will, 
Be it for good intent or ill. 



Gone are they — ^and like the wind 
No trace of them is left behind ; 



DE HOWBBAT. 55 

But what their fate no tongue can tell» 
For since they met beside the well 
Their forms no mortal eye hath seen, 
As if in life they ne'er had been ; 
But like a dream of faiiy land, 

Or some fantastic thing of aír 
Beneath the necromancer's urand, 
Have vanished— *and we know not where. 



VI, 

Week after week had flitted by 
Still all was wrapped in mystery ; 
When lo ! upon a summer's mora 
A fisher at the early dawn, 
Who dwelt upon the riveras sida, 
Had cast his net into the tide ; 

When near the shore a corpse he found 
With matted hair and tattered Test, 

Disfigured by a fearful wound 
Tbat open gaped upon its brea»t; 
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But yet a jewelled ring it wore, 
Which Mowbray'B crest and motto bore ; 
It bronght to mínd that fearñil Dight 
On which lie disappeared from sight ; 
When in the paases of the gale 
He heard a etrange unQarthly wail. 
And then amid the lightning's crash 
Som«thing like a heavy splash 
Upon the deep and troubled vave— 
Tben áU wob aüent as the grave. 



Now all íb past — mj tale is told ; 
Which like sweet memoriea of oíd 
Still leave some lingering chords behind 
That víbrate mnsic to the mind, 
Or float like clonds od summer's day, 
Then fade like midnight dreams away. 
And all have vanished from tbe ecene, 
''ith nooght to show that úiey had been ; 
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Their ñames forgot, of all bereft, 

No record of their deeds is left. 

E'en that fair hill, the bright green spot 

Where stood the tower, is now forgot ; 

And not a vestige left is there 

To tell the stranger such things were ; 

Save that olear well, whose ciystal stream 

Yet sparkles in the smmy beam, 

Whose silver tide is flowing still, 

*Mid flowers beneath Penwortham*s hill. 



vni. 
'Tis said that since that fatal night, 

On St John*s eve, within that dell, 
Beneath the palé moon's trembling light, 

Beside our blessed Ladye's well 
There sits a spirit who can save 

A maiden from man's treacherous smiles, 
If she will its assistance crave 

Against loye*s deep and specious wiles. 
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Thus oft, when eyening twilight fades, 
And cióse around night's deepening shades, 
Yillage maids will then repair 
To see the gentle spirit there ; 
And if by doubts and fears distrest 
Will ask its aid to give them rest. 



THB 

BEATH OF EPAMÜÍONDAS. 



" Namque ex me natam relinquo pugnam Leactricanij que non 
modo mihi snperstes, sed etiam immortalis sit, necease est." 

When the tumult of the fíght had terminated, 
(the Thebans having gained the victoiy), Epami- 
nondas, who had been carríed to his tent, was 
found to be mortally wounded. He asked for his 
shield, which, when brought, he viewed with a 
languid smile of melancholy joy, Among other 
things, it was deplored that he left no posterity to 
inherit the fame of his yirtues. '* Yon mistake," 
said he, " I leave two fair daughters — the battles 
of Leuctra and Mantinsea, who will transmit my 
renown to the latest ages." 



THE 



DEATH OF EPAMINONDAS. 



^^^w^^^^^^^^^»^^^^^^»^ 



The fight hath ceased — ^the work oí death is o'er 
The battle's deafening shout now sousds no more 
The setting sunbeams brighüy, calmly shed 
A gloiy round the dying and the dead. 
Wide o'er the plain sad stiUness reigns alone, 
Save when at intervals the wounded groan ; 
Broken shields and spears are strewed around, 
With mangled limbs spread o'er the gory ground ; 
In nide disorder gasping victims lay 
With eyes uptumed, while life ebbs fast away, 
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Wistfully watching the sun's last light 
Before they sleep in everlasting night. 



Now to his tent with tender care they bring 

The God-like Theban ere his soul take wing ; 

And genüy place him on a couch to rest 

His weaiy limbs, and soothe his troubled breast ; 

A plaintive joy his visage seems to light 

Like the sun's farewell when sinking into night. 

With folded arms his comrades stand around, 

Their melting eyes fized stemly on the ground, 

While down their manly cheeks with deep felt grief , 

The tears are trickling for their dying ehief. 

" Bring me mj shield !** the illustrious hero cries, 

While ezultation flashes in his eyes. 

The shield of ponderous size and bumished bright, 

Is brought, and placed before his dizs^ sight; 
He slowly moves his dimned and glazing eye, 

0*er its broad disc with closest scrutiny ; 
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Then lifts his languid head and smiling cheers 
His weeping friends and chides away their tears : 
" No sons I leave to perpetúate my fame, 
" Or raise the splendour of the Theban ñame ; 
" But two fair daughters over time shall reign, 
" Leuctra*8 bloody field and Mantinsea's plain." 

His speech hath ceased — his eye is glazing o'er, 
He fast is jomneying to retum no more ; 
His Ufe is sinking like ezhausted fíre, 
When its flickering flame seems ready to expire 
He's gone ! his mighty soul hath fled, 
To dwell within the mansions of the dead I 
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" Bura mihi et rigui placeant in yallibuB omnes, 
Flumina amem BÜyasque ingloiios." 

VlBOIL. 



No. I. 



Sping ilstíam. 



'*j^^^^f>f^>^ 



' cali the vales, and bid them hither cast 

Their bella and flow'rets of a thousand hues.*' 

MlLTON. 

I LovE the early flowers of Spring, 
When first they smile in beauty gay ; 

I love the lark when, on the wing, 
He sweetly tunes his aiiy lay. 

I love the rainbow spread on high 
The glowworm*s palé and trembling light — 

I love the evening breeze's sigh, 
And nightingale*s sweet song by night. 
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The flowers of Spring will soon decay, 

Ñor longer smile in beauty fair, 
The lark will cease to tune his lay, 

Ñor float through liquid fields of air ; 
The rainbow tints will melt away, 

The glowworm cease her lamp to light, 
The evening breeze will die away, 

And nightingale sing no more by night. 

£ut there are thoughts which round us cast 

The mighty magic of their sway, 
Sweet dreamy visions of the past, 

Dreams that pass not soon away. 
On these dear things I love to dwell, 

And muse in silence when alone, 
As sweetly to my heart they tell 

Of early joys long past and gone. 

'Tis then that m6mory*s golden chain 
Connects us with our former years, 
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Bringing to our hearts again 

Youthful ñiends, loves, hopes, and fears. 
Although of these by death bereft, 

And broken are those sacred ties, 
The thoughts of loved ones still are left, 

Their dear remembrance never dies. 



No. n. 

'' The smoothest seas wfll sometimes proTe, 
To ihe confiding bark untrae. 
And if she trust the stars aboye 
They can be treacheroos too." 

WOKDBWOBTH, 

I LATELT watched on Eibble*s side 
And saw its silver waters glide 
In varied gambols ; — ^while the spray 
From stone to stone leaped on its way : 
Yet steadily it floated by 
Like life towards etemity. 
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Still in its course there may be seen 
A solitary spot serene — 
So silent,— yet so deep and clear, 
That Heaven appears reflected there. 
So placid is that peaceñil spot 
The gentle breeze disturbs it not ; 
And as the sunbeams brightly rest 
In gold«n smiles upon its breast, 
So soothing and so mild it seems, 
Like infant sleep or childhood's dreams, 
That ye would think beneath its wave 
All there was tranquil as the grave ; 
But trust it not! — it is the guile 
That treacheiy carnes in its smile. 

*Tis often said, when smooth appear 
The waters, there is much to fear, 
And where they seem to calmly sleep, 
There is beneath a treacherous deep, 
Which calis to mind, alas 1 too late, 
Perhaps some hapless victimas fate. 
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And so it is amid the strife 
And daily toils of human life» 
That what we take for fiiendshipV smile 
Is but hypocrísy the while. 
'Tis thus the fíill confiding heort 
Too often feels the bitter smart 
Arísing firom a promise broken, 
Or words we once thought kindlj spoken. 
Then trust not him who» soft and bland, 
Would seek to take thee by the hand» 
His words (which like the idle wind) 
Speak not the feelings of the mmd. 
Trust not his bright and beammg eje, 
'Tis there the serpent's charm doth lie. 
Kemember then the river's tide, 
And where its waters smoothlj glide : 
Believe beneath its shining wave 
There is a deep and certain graye. 



No. ni. 



f Ife S^mstt 



" When to the sewioiM of sweet sflent thonght 
I Bummon np ranembrance of ihings past, 
I sígli the laek of many a thing I songht. 
And with oíd tiiouglits new waü xny dear time'a waste." 

SHAKZSPBAHa'B SOHITBTS. 

'Ti8 sweet at ere to wateh the lingering ray 
That sunset sheds upon depardng day ; 
To mark its varied tints, its changing hue, 
The gold-edged douda — the sky» so dear and 
hlue; 
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To note the gorgeons colours of the scene, 
Sublimely brilliant, glorious, and serene ; 
To see the sun set in the west at last, 
His work complete, his daily joumey past. 



'Tis sweet to watch the gloaming*s fading light 
Steal soMy o*er, as day melts into night ; 
While mdistmct each glimmermg object seems 
Like mystic shadows in our midnight dreams, 
When not a sound disturbs the soft repose, 
Save where some distant streamlet gently flows, 
Making sweét music as it ripples by, 
And murmuring in the ear a lullaby. 



'Tis in that honr that thoughts will backward 
steal 
To days long past — ^thus causing us to feel 
How time hath passed — ^how day by day 
\ály threw so many hours away, 
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In raising wild and visionaiy schemes, 
Led by the light of Hope's delusive dreams. 
How madly entered we life*s giddy race 
Eager to join with others in the chase I 
On, on we rushed ñor cared to look behind 
As thoughts of futuro greatness filled the mind : 
Proudly the soul would wing her upward flight, 
For coming prospects seemed for ever bright. 
And we have lived to see how time destroys 
The fairest visions — ^youth's best brightest joys ; 
Have seen our fairy fabrics melt away, 
Like moming mists before the sun*s bright ray. 

And still sad thoughts will o*er our memoiy creep 
Of friends once loved now laid in death*s cold sleep ; 
Perhaps reproach will whisper in our breast,; 
Eecalling faults or wrongs still imredressed ; 
Of hearts dissevered by an idle word 
In anger spoken, breaking firiendship*s chord. 
How gladly then would we recall the past, 
That we might speak the word '^forgive *' at last ! 
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'Tis in such bours gs tbes« the heart. will dwell 
On looely thoughts, too deep for words to tell ; 
Holding communion with a woiid more bright, 
Where holy spiritg dweil m realms oí light ; 
Baising the mind irom earth to Heaven above, 
Uniting all in one sweet bond of love. 



No. IV. 



mút* 



" There's not the smallest orb which thou beholdegt, 
But in bis motion Uke an ángel sings, 
Still quiring to the yoimg-eyed cherubim/' 

Shákispxí.u. 



'TwAS on a summer's eve, at daylight's cióse, 
When all around was sunk in deep repose ; 
Behind the westem bilis the sun had set, 
And stars in Heaven above had brightly met ; 
The sounds of toil, the busy hum of life, 
Had ceased their daily round of anxious strife. 
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It was a peaceful hour, the air serene, 
When forth I went to muse upon the scene 
From Ainham*s brow.* The night was bright and 

clear, 
No sound aróse upon the listening ear ; 
A balmy fireshness floated in the wind, 
And gently stole in sweetness o*er the mind, 
Awakmg thoughts within its deep recess, 
That dwelt on Nature in her loveliness. 
The palé cold moon held her unclouded sway, 
And through the starlit sky pursued her way ; 
Her beams o'er all in silence cabnlj slept; 
The gale in hollow cadenee sweetly swept, 
Making soft music through the glittering trees, 
That gently waved beneath the evening breeze. 

* The ñame of an eminence which skirts the gouthem extre- 
mity of Preston, and slopes somewhat precipitonflly to the banks 
of the Bibble. Few towns in England can boast so magnifícent 
a prospect as that from the heights of Ainham, or, more pro- 
perly^ Arenham. 
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Some way below, the Eibble's winding stream 
In miirmurs floated in the trembling beam, 
Meandering with a low and stilly moan, 
As leaped its sparkling tide from. stone to stone. 

Like golden dreams that steal the heart away, 
And waft the thoughts to reabns oí bríghter day, 
There seemed a soul-composing stilbiess there 
That raised the mind to worlds more bright and 

fair; 
And then methought I heard amid the blaze, 
Each rolling planet sing its Maker's praise ; 
On eveiy hand there seemed to be a voice 
Whose accents hade created things rejoice. 
The hills, the vales, ponred forth a gloríous strain, 
From earth to Heaven, from Heaven to earth again. 
O stars of Heaven ! ye are a gloríous sight, 
That makes the soul grow dizzy with delight ; 
Recoiling on itself — in wonder lost 
By gazing on thy bríght cherubic host ! 
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'Tis DOt within the reacb of hands profane 
To raise on earth to God a ¿tting fane, 
For He his lasting dwelling place hath made 
Amid his works, on truth*s foundations laid ; 
Amid yon counüess orbs hath placed his throne, 
A gloríous temple ñt for Him alone ! 

Go, mark the great Greator*s vast domain, 

Where all are bound in one harmonious chain ; 

Where dwellers of the earth, the sea, and skj 

Denote a power for all etemity. 

See this, then ask the sceptic in his pride, 

Why he can doubt ? why scoflf ? why daré deríde 

The handiworks of God, whose power sublime 

Shall last beyond the farthest bounds of time ? 

Say why for him the fairest flowers bloom, 

And waste their sweets o'er an etemál tomb ? 

Say why for man the brightest roses blow ? 

And yet for him the night-shade blossoms 
grow ! 



NIGHT. 81 

Then grant me, Heaven, the heart to know and feel 
Thy works ; then care I not for woe or weal, 
So I but hear the voice of Nature raise 
Her Tiniversal hymn to Thee of praise ! 



G 



Pkellaieoits |p0ims. 
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MAN. 

" Der Mensch glanzt eine zeitlang Uber die Erde dann 
verschWmdet er mid wifd im gnbe wboigen." 



<W>^<w>»W»»^»<^M^v 



In beauty*s pride see yonder flower, 

How bright it blootas to-day ; 
Yét ere to-morrow's dawning hour 

Twill fade, 'twill fade away. 
Perhaps within its de^ breast 

The canker worm hath been, 
And though it outwardly seems blest, 

Death lurks within unseen. 
Go, see its leaves fall one by one, 

Mark how it droops its head, 
And ere its Ufe hath scarce begun 

'Tis numbered with the dead. 



86 MAN. 

Now, in its melancholy fate, 

A lesson you may see— 
A moral type of life's estáte, 

Sad emblem of mortalily ! 
Just like the flower, see man to-day, 

In beauty, strength, and pride, 
Gay, joyous dreams around him play. 

And Hope smiles by his side. 
To-morrow comes, and o*er his head 

A withering blight hath swept ; 
Both man and flower are with the dead, 

Unthought of, and imwept ! 



SABBATH BBLLS. 
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I LOYE ye well, ye Sabbath bells, 
When chiming soft and melanclioly ; 

For then your music sweeüy teUs 

Of things that are both puré and holy. 

How back your iones to memoiy bring 
The thoughts of past and early years ; 

Ye tell how time on speedy wing 

Hath broughtme through this vale of tears. 

How oft have I, in boyhood's prime, 
Before I knew one anxious care, 

Listened to your sacred chime, 
Galling all to peace and prayer. 



88 SABBATH BELLS. 

Ye are a well-remembered voice, 
Which of some deep devotion tells ; 

Bidding the siiiner's heart rejoice, 
Ye puré and holy Sabbath bells ! 

And still thy chimes shall sweeüy sweep 
Upon the wind, that o'er my bead 

Will blow, when laid in silent sleep 
I rest among the mouldering dead. 

And should thy tones some stranger hear, 
When near my grave he passes by, 

I ask him but to shed a tear, 
And for my foUies breathe a sigh. 



THE DRBAM OP LIFE.* 



See yoQ bright insect of an hour, 
How it flits from flower to flower, 
Led by the illusive power 

Of Pleasure's dreapa. 



* I cannot resist the pleasnre of introducing here a translation 
of the aboye ode by my Mend, 0. 0. Wanibey, Esq.^ of Magdalene 
Hall; Oxford. I regiet the original is not more worthy of his 
elegant yerses. 

niud insectum nitidiim ecce yivens 
Tam breyem yitam yolitare in agris^ 
Perfidia dactum insidüs repente 

Delicianim. 
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But with the setting sim*s last ray, 
Soon, soon, alas ! will pass away 
The life God gave it for a day, 

And all iso'er. 



Thus poor weak man his time employs, 
In dwelling on the gilded toys 
Of earthly hopes and earthly joys, 

In useless gaze. 



Sed cadentis ciim radio diei 
Protinus yita heu fíigiet caduca^ 
In diem illi quam tribuere divi 



Deinde períbit 



Sic homo mortalis inane tempus 
Conterit, nugis nitidis morando 
Divitum sperum^ et queque gaudiorum 

Yanaque captat. 



THE DBEAM OF LIFE. 91 

With throbbing heort and heaving sigh 
He still strives on with eager eye 
To catch each pleasure floating by 

With ceaseless toil. 



But soon his race of Ufe is o'er, 

His wishes gained, they please no more, 

Too late he finds, when all is o'er, 

Twas but a dream. 



Anzio oorde et gemita fremente, 
InBtat ardenti yalide ore^ firostra, 
Gfaudium quodque ad capiendum inane^ 

Atque operatar. 

GiinuB ut Titas rapide peractus, 

Non placent vota amplias impetrata 

Serius tándem haec reperit dolosa^ 

Ooncta faiBse. 



92 THB DBBAM OF LIFE. 

Oh, may this tale a leseon be 

To teach the truth and make us see» 

That Qot irom follies e*en are free 

The wise and good. 

For often will the brightest ray 
That genius scatters m our way 
Glitter only to betray 

And lead us wrong. 



Yerba sint nobig monito hmc serero^ 
Atque 8ic omnes hominei dooereaty 
Non malia tan& yitÜB careie^ 

Vel sapientes. 

SsBpius vero radius conucans 

Quem in TÍam nostram Genius remisit^ 

In gravem tantum micuit rninam 

Ducere doctos. 
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Then teach me, God, thy ways to keep, 
And love Thee with aflfectíon deep, 
That I in peace may calmly sleep 

In death at last. 

And leam that as I onward speed, 
Of worldly pomps to take no heed, 
For earthly joys and pleasures lead 

But to the graye. 



Me Deus, serrare igitnr doceto. 
Mente fbrtí jvam, f t amare multnin 
Te, patrem nostramo ut pladde reponaf 

Mwte ittpxvmo. 

Atque dum cuzffum perago dtatimv 
Me doce pompas minime tuen^ 
Nam Yoluptates misere scelestas, 

Ducere ad orcuxn. 



IT IS NOT WHEN THE EYES BEAM 

BEIGHTEST. 



It is not when the eyes beam brightest, 

Or lips in gladness seem to smile, 
That we can say the heart is lightest 

Or that the mind is cahu the while ! 
For ofb the sunbeams mildly rest 

In radiance on some lonely tomb, 
But yet the light that gilds its breast, 

Cannot dispel its inward gloom. 

So thus, though smiles of cheerfiíhiess 
May hide the woe that fiUs the heart, 

They cannot make its misery less, 
Ñor one bright gleam of joy impart ; 



IT IS NOT WHEN THE EYES BEAM BEIOHTEBT. 05 

For thoiigh the eye be calm and dry, 
Ñor yet one sign of gríef appear, 
The brain may bum without a sigh, 
The heart may burst— without a tear ! 



THE FIELD FLOWER. 



Go, see the little wild fíeld flower, 

And mark it*s varied hue, 
It speaks of a mysterious Power 

Placed far above our view ; 
Although the wind with tempest rife 

May bend its fragüe form, 
The Power Divine who gave it Ufe, 

Protects it from the storm. 

Then do not think in our distress 
That we are quite alone, 

Or that the care of us is less 
Than to the flower shown ; 



THE FIELD FLOWEB. 07 

Be sure that He who can bestow 

A thought on that poor flower, 
Will His kind mercy to us show 

In tribulation's hour. 
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HOW SWEET IS DEATH. 
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How sweet is death — ^that holy rest, 
Where sorrows oí the aching breast, 

And troubles cease ; 
By anxious cares no more distrest, 
' We sleep in peace. 

There ends the dark mysterious coil 
By fate entwined — ^the wild tiirmoil 

Of human life ; 
No more we feel the weary toil 

Of worldly strife. 



HOW SWEET IS DEATH. 99 

The passions of the troubled soul 
Are quiet then — ^nor need control 

Their war to cease ; 
We reach at last our destined goal, 

And rest in peace. 



No envious thoughts distarb us there, 
Joy's brightest smile and misery's tear 

Alike are still ; 
No longer vexed by hope or fear, 

We feel no ill. 



The flowers of spring wiU brightiy bloom, 
And sweetly o'er the silent tomb 

Their freshness fling, 
A presage to our earthly doom 

Of hope they bring. 
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And there i^ still» alüboiigh no taar 
Be shed bj aonrow d*er our bier» 

Qn6 solace left — 
We of God*3 greda and watohM eare 

Are. not bereft. 

For we shall see that better land, 
Where with golden harps thej stand, 

Tbe angels bright, 
While ríse hosannahs from that band 

Midst Heaven^s Hght! 

The soul will break its earthly chain 
To seek its long lost home agam 

For «ver blest, 
And find beneatii its Maker's reign 

Etemál rest ! 



STANZAS POR MUSIÓ. 

INSCBIBED TO EMILY. 



" Jamáis eoonlent les lannes aprés le sourire da ptaiÁi^*' 

Ahtholooib Ahontub. 

How ofteU we find that 4 jd^^-lighted «túile 
Is closely allied to dark miseiy*s téáf ) 

Though ihé sonlight of gindndfiíd ínkj béam for 
awhUe, 
The ÚBik doiids of «Oitow títe hoireiifig neár. 

Tis said that soon after young creation's birth, 
Two nymphs were sent down to watch over 
mankmd; 



102 STANZAS FOB ICÜSIO. 

And when one was seen lauglüng to roam o*er the 
earth, 
The other was sure to be dosely behind. 

Yes, PleasTire may spread her gay pinions awhile, 
To catch the poor triflers that crowd in her 
train; 
But litüe they dream as they bask in her smile 
How soon their delight will be foUowed by 
pain. 

And, oh ! should the world*8 hollow smiles glad 
thy heart, 

Believe not, believe not that all are sincere ; 
Bemember that soon as our pleasures depart, 

Pain weeping in sadness is snre to be near. 



TO EMILY 



ON H£B BIBTHDAT. 
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Of earthlyjojs there is a joy 

We feel aboye the rest ; 
It is to know that we are loved 

By those whom we love best ; 
It sheds a chann on life*s career, 

And guides us on our way, 
While memoiy lends her softened light, 

With Hope*s still brighter ray. 



104 TO EMILT ON HEB BIBTHOAT. 

Then, best and dearest, do not saj 

That I shall e*er forget, 
Though rudely snatched by Death away, 

I stiU will love thee yet ; 
Though laid beneath the dull cold earth 

Thy once loved form may be, 
Yet I will watéh tfay hallowed grave, 

And fondly think oí thee. 

And oft when sadness filis my heart 

111 seek each favourite scene, 
The ríver's side and forest glade, 

Where we have happy been ; 
And while I vieW «flch wéll-kfiotrtt ápot 

Of dmgle, odpse, and tfee, 
I then shall fancy by my sidé 

Thy gentle form 1 dee. 

111 t)lück thé Bweetést ñowen that gt&^ 
To strew updn thy bed, 



TO EMILY ON HEB BIBTHDAY. 106 

The flowers thou lovedst in life the best 

Shall bloom above thy head ; 
With them 111 deck thy lowly grave 

And watch with tenderest care, 
And iSkwk that^ as I pray for thee, 

Thy spirit lingera there. 



TO MAMAN— SLBEPING. 
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LiKE early violeta when they sweeüy blow, 
And shed their perfume mid the winter snow, 

Thy lot is cast ; 
Though angels o*er thy head their vigils keep, 
Still are the visions of thy infant sleep 

Too bright to last. 

For thou art come into a world — ^whose smile 
Though fair it seem — deceives us yet the while, 

Like meteor light ; 
Whose flickering flame illumes our lonely way, 
And guides us onward only to betray 

With fancies bright. 



TO habían — BLEEFING. 107 

Sweet babe, no thoughts wiüiin thy spotless mind 
Disturb thy peace — ^the winter^s bitíng wind, 

Thou heedest not ; 
For in thy slumbers sweet, and tranquil rest, 
Bright dreams oí Heaven dwell within thy breast, 

Though hard thy lot. 

And when within thy sparkling eye of blue, 
Like some fairflowerwhen bathedwith glistening 
dew, 

There hangs a tear ; 
In beautybreaking, like the golden ray 
Of simshine through the showers on April*s day, 

Thy smiles appear. 

Sleep on, my child — ^may seraphs guard thy bed, 
And shed their glory round thy infant head, 

Till dawns the day ; 
That when thou wakest thou mayest safely run 
The race of life that thou hast just begun, 

And speed thy way. 



108 TO MABIAU flLUBl^tKC». 

Oh ! may tbe eyd ÜM tiratehed théé ttt thy biith, 
For ever guide tfay footsteps <>*er this earth 

8till free from pain; 
And when thj life's dark pUgrímage is past 
Thy gentld epirít mfty He take Ai last 

To Heaven again ! 



TÓ THE SAME. 
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LiKE the lading of adream, 

Thou hast vanished ñ*om ZDy sight, 
And hast left me but a gleam 

Of a visión puré and bñght. 

As I watched thy growth awhile, 
I had hoped I might rejoice 

To have seen thy opening smile, 
And have heard thy artless voice. 

But to me it was denied, 

To have seen thee day by day, 

For thy mother's be^rtless pride, 
Hath sent Ü^ee far away. 



lio TO HABÍAN. 

Though thy foim I may not see, 
Thou to me art like a spell, 

While my heart will still on thee 
With affection ever dwell. 



Though thou must not — ^they will tell thee, 

Ever breathe my hated ñame, 
Or bestow one thought upon me, 

I will bless thee still the same. 



When a few short years have passed 

In silence o*er thy head, 
And around thee time has cast 

The light of days then fled. 



Perhaps fond memoiy may impart 
Some kindly thoughts to thee, 

And awake within thy heart 
Some affection still for me. 



TO habían. 111 

Then if this should meet thine eye, 

Wilt thou ever for me feel ? 
Or in sorrow breathe a sigh 

If soft pity o*er thee steal ? 

Or if in Death*s cold sleep, 

I am laid beneath the earth, 
For my memoiy wilt thou weep ? 

Who have loved thee from thy birth. 

Farewell ! I stiU will pray 

That Heaven smile on thee yet, 

Though thou art far away, 
Thee ne'er sball I forget. 



A FRAGMENT. 



Deep in the earth, and far below 

The reach that man's weak haud can go, 

Many a hidden gem doth lie 

Buried in obscurity ; 

It*s foim iinseen, unblest bj light, 

It*s beauty veiled ñ:om mortal sight ; 

So thus within the human breast 

The mind may sleep, the genios rest, 

And like the subterranean fíre 

Still monlder on, and then expire, 

Ñor ever break the bonds away 

That keep it írom extemal day. 



THE CAPTIVB. 



" La speranza é sexnpre yerde ; 
Negli afianni mai si stanca 
Ogni cosa al mondo manca 
Ia aponuiaa mai li pezde." 

Sbrafiho Aquilano. 

Thoügh not a soiind may pierce my ear again, 
Save misery's moan and slavery's iron chain, 
Though e'en, perhaps, this hour my doom is near, 
'Tis not through fear I shed the bitter tear ; 
But *tis that gríef which only they can teil, 
Who, like me, have fondly loved too well ; 
Thus when the night winds roimd my prison 

sweep, 
Besponsive to their cadenee do I sigh and weep. 
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'Twas yestemight when madness seized my brain, 
A short respite from sense of mortal pain, 
Methought, with solace sweet, my false love came 
To sooth my grief and raise my drooping ñ*ame ; 
But reason once again resumed her sway, 
And flashed upon me with the glare of day, 
And with the light of the retuming beam 
The phantom vanished like a midnight dream. 
Then I awoke, with double forcé to feel 
The rankling wound of jealousy*s poisoned steel. 
And then despair within me wildly grew 
To fíend-like passions of the darkest hue. 
What then I felt I have not power to ñame, 
So black within my breast my thoughts became ; 
But, happily, remorse came to my aid, 
And in my breast, low whispering, thus she said : 
** Hast thou forgot that Fortitude was given 
To guard thy weakness? (a sacred gift from 
Heaven ;) 
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And canst thou, lost to eveiy sense of shame, 

Stain with suicide thy sez's ñame ? 

Hast thou forgot, when chased by vice and woe, 

The yirtues winged their flight to realms above, 
Tbat Hope remained to sootbe mankind below, 

And win by smiles the world to peace and love ? 
Then live to hope a bríghter sun may shine 
To gild thy days and soílen thy decline, 
And think when fortune frowns — one joy is left 

behind, 
Tis ever-smiling Hope, the rainbow of the mind." 
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TO THE robín. 
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Of all birds in the sl^ 
I love the Eobin best, 

With litüe bright black eye, 
And red and shining breast. 

I love to hear his note 
So sweetly soft and mild, 

When from his litÜe throat 
He pours his music wild. 



TO tHB BOBIN. 117 

How cdnst ihou réntate foiih 

To braTé the wiiitry storm ? 
How to the biting north 

Espose thy slender fonn ? 

How feorless dost thóu roam, 

'Gainst htinger to prepare, 
Thy thoughts are still on borne, 

Thy yoting thy tíonstant care. 

Fear thotí canst never kñow, 

For God in Heaven above 
Looks down on thee below, 

And shields thee with his lové. 

And when thou'rt far away, 

Or borne within thy nest, 
He guards thee both by day, 

And in thy hour of rest 



118 TO THE BOBIK. 

Well hath the Saviour said, * 
" My Father cares for all," 

Nought Uves without his aid» 
Ñor doth one sparrow üall. 

The lilies of the plain f 
Beceive his boimteous care, 

And in one joyous strain 
All natare breathes a prayer. 

Then come, oh, litüe stranger, 
Bight welcome shalt thou be ; 

There is no fear of daager, 
No harm shall come to thee ! 



* " And are not two spairows sold for one fitfthing^ and one 
ofthem ahall not fiíU on the gronnd withont yonr Father." — 
St Matt X. 29. 

t " Consider the Iflies of ihe field how they grow^ ihey toíl not, 
neither do they fpin." — St Imke xü 27. 
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And gladly will I sliare 
My moming mea! wiüi thee ; 

I have enough to spare 
For little friends like thee. 

Poor little wandering thing, 
111 give thee shelter here ; 

Thou dost much comfort bring 
My wintry bours to cheer. 

And when the storm is past, 
And summer gains her sway, 

111 think thy lot is cast 
In regions far away. 



OH, TREAD NOT ON THAT SIMPLE 

FLOWER. 
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Oh, tread not on that simple flower, 

It was nof made in vain ; 
Bemember thou hast not fhe power 

To give it life again. 
By God's command its opening bloom 

Was made to gem the vale, 
And sweetly cast its rich perfume 

Upon the floating gale. 

Oh, let thy step in mercy spare 
It's weak and slender frame ; 



OH, TBEAD NOT ON TELLT SDCPLE FIX>WEK. Idl 

Forget not the Greator*s care 

For all things is the sam6 ; 
£ut leave in peace its genüe foim, 

Ñor tear its leaves away, 
For if by thee 'tis crushed and tom, 

Soon, soon it will decay. 

Like maiden to the world imkno'wn, 

Her beauty heeded not; 
Who like a flow'ret lived alone, 

In some secluded spot 
But in an unpropitious hour 

The ruthless spoiler carne, 
And rudely snatched from peaceful bower 

Her weak and trembling frame. 

Then act not thou the spoiler's part 

Towards that little flower; 
Believe that it can feel a smart 

When bent beneath thy power, 



122 OH, TBBAD NOT ON THAT SIMPLE FLOWEB. 

And, like the poor deserted maid, 
Her channs remembered not ; 

For soon the flower when plucked will fade, 
Its beauty be forgot. 



TO ON HER BIRTHDAY. 



Though many yeaxs have passed away, 
My love of thee is still the same ; 

And ever will thy natal day 

Bring back to me new joy again, 

My dearest * * * * 

Though some are changed toward me now, 
Still thou art just the same to me 

As when my first, my earliest vow 
Of love and truth was pledged to thee, 

My dearest * * * * 



124 TO — ON HEB BIBTHDAT. 

Oh, may thy life as genüy flow, 
As streamlets when they glide away ; 

On smnmer's eve beneath the glow 
That sunset sheds on parting day, 

, My dearest * * * * 

And when palé Fate shall summon thee 
To give to heaven thy latest breath, 

My hope, my wish, my prayer, will be, 
That I may sleep with thee in death, 

My dearest * * * * 
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the monstroua assumption which is laid open with such conaum- 
mate akiil by Mr. Collette/'— -BeZT* Weekly Metsenger. 

COLONY (The), A Poem : In Four Parts. 12mo. sewed, 1«. 6d. 

GOÜRT Manual (The) OF dignity and precedence. 

Containing a Series Ordinum, Table of Precedency, and Chapter on 
Armoríal Incidents, Honorary Stylea, and Chivalrous Insignia. 
12mo. aewed, 2«. 6<f. 

D'ARBOÜVILLE— CHRISTINE VANAMBERG: a Tale. By 
the Counteaa D'Arbouville. Second Edition. Square fcap. 8to. 
aewedy 6d. 

DAY and DIÑES— tllustrations of medioeval cos- 

TUME IN ENGLAND. CoUected from MSS. in the Brítiah 
Muaeum, Bibliothéque de París, &c. By T. A. Day and J. H. 
Dtnbs. With numeroua Coloured Engravinga. Small 4to. 
doth, 9«. 

** The engravings leave nothing to be desired. They are really 
beautiful. and at the same time most accurate. The letter-press 
is terse, comprehensive, and good." — Weekly News. 

DE GREY— CHARACTERISTICS of the DUKE OF WEL- 
LINGTON, Apart from his MiUtary Talents. By the Right Hon 
the Earl de Grbt, K.G. Second Edition, enlarged. 8vo. cloth, 6«, 

" This is decidedly one of the best books that has appeared 
about our great captain, while it has the additional attractioiis of 
freshness and novelty." — United Service Journal, 

** Thoughtfal in design, and skilful in execution." — Prest. 

** The aroma of the Wellington genios." — Daily News. 



BOOEB BBCBNTLY PUBLISHED 

DOOB (The) of Hope for britain and cheistindoMí. 

Fcsp. 8¥». doih, 2*. 6<f. 

DEMERABA Aílter Fifteea Tears of Freedom. B7 a Iaansowmxr. 
8to. sewed, 2«. 

DOW— A SERIES OF DISCOURSES ON PRACTICAL AND 
DOCTRINAL SÜB JECTS. By the Rcr. W. Dow, A.M. Second 
Edition. Povt 8yo. clothy bs. 6d, 

DRÜMMOND— PRATERS, SdMted and Arnmged for tbeWonhip 
of Families. By Hxnrt D&ümm ond. Fcap. 8'?o. clotli, 2». 6d^ 
or on commoii paper, for dirtribution, 1«. 6<f. 

DRUMMOND—PRINCIPLES OF ECCLESIASTICAL BUILD- 
INGS AND ORNAMENTS. By Hbnrt Dbummokd, SmaU 
4to., with numerom lUnstratioDS, cloth, 7^. 

" Tbere is much to be gatbered íírom tbis dissertation on tbe 
]nrinciple8 of Eccleriastical Boildings. It is likely to aid in pro- 
moting a greater attentinn to tbese tbings. Tbe lubject it iÜns- 
trated by sevenil sketcbes of portions of eccletíastical bwldings 
and ornamentSt as well as diagrams of detaebed parta of tbe 
plana/'— G^^ortf HerM. 

FABER— THE DIFnCULTIES OF ROMANISM IN RESPECT 
TO EYIDENCE ; or, Tbe Pecnliaríties of tbe Xiatin Cbwxb evincad 
to be Untenable oo tbe Principies of Legitímate Historical Testi- 
mony. By Geobge Stanlet Faber, B.D. Tbird and Cbeaper 
Edition, Revised and Remoulded. 8yo. clotb, IQ9. ñd, 

*'We wdcome tbe present edition of tbia elabórate and 
•ensibly-argned work of tbe yenerable cbaropion of Protestant 
tmtb witb all tbe beartiness it desenres, for it is one of those 
great treatises whicb demolisb tbe pretensions of tbe Román 
Catbolic system. Tbe pnblisber conld not bave introdneed a 
more vabiable book tban this into bis Protestant series, or one 
wbicb is better caleoUted to be nsefol.''— jB«/r« fTeeMI^ ifea- 
senger, 

FABER— THE DOWNFALL OF THE TURKISH POWER, tbe 
Preparatíon for tbe Retum of tbe Ten Tríbes. By tbe Rey. Geobge 
STANI.ET Fabeb, B.D. Second Edition, ReTised and Enlarged, 
12mo. clotb, 2t. 



BT mOMAS BOSWOBTH. 

FABEB— THB REYIVAL OF THS FRENCH EMPEBMSHXP 
Anticipated from the Necesdty of Prophecy. Bj the Rev. Oboms 
Stanley Fabbr, B.D. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8yo. doth« 2m, 

** We recommend this book to the attention of our readen. It 
is candid and ingenaom." — ChrittUm ObMrver, 

FEATHEBED Favoorites. TwdTeCoburedPictoresof British 
Birds, from Drawinga by JoasPK Wolv. SmaU 4to. doth, 
gilt, ^It edges, ISt,, or morocoo gilt, £1 8«. 
Admirably adapted for a present or for the drawing-room table. 

FREEDLEY— A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON BUSINESS ; or, 
How to 6et Money. With an Enquiry into the Chaneca of 
Sncceaa and Canses of FaJIure in Business. By Eowin T. 
FBBBDLsr. Füth Edition. Crown 8to. cloth, rednced to 2«. 6d. 

[Be paiticolar to order Bosworth's Edition.] 

"This work ought to be read by aü traders, oíd and young." 
— JEconomUt 

** One of the most valuable treatises that can be placed in the 
hands of a youth intended for bnsiness/'— I>at/y New9. 

GIBBON'S DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMÁN EMPISB. 
8 vols. 8to», doth, i6S 3«. ; and in Taríons bindings. 

GIJIZOT— THE FINE ARTS ; their Natore and Relations. With 
Detafled Criticisms on certain Picttnres of the Italian and Freneh 
Schools. By M; Güizot. Translated from the Freneh, with the 
assistance of the Author, by Georoe Grovb. With Illustrations 
drawn on Wood by George Sdiarf, jun. Médium 8vo., cloth 
extra, 14«. 

** The author has carried down the history of the Fine Arts 
finom their supposed birthin Greeoe, with exquisite judgment and 
oonsummate learning/' — Morrúng Cknmiele. 

'' Evincing a perception of the true principies of art, a just dis- 
crimination of taate, and a high appreciation of the beautíful.'' 
-^Mormnif Jdvertiaer, 

** A book for the most degant table." — Leúder. 

0UBNE7~.A SATIRE FOR THE AGE-THE TRANSCENDEN- 
TALISTS. Dedicated to the Public by Archer Gürket. 

" And iiow, at once, I tear the veil away/' — Btrow. 

8to. sewedy U, 



BOOES RECfiNTLT PÜBIiISHED 

GÜBNET— POEMS. Bj Abcher Gübnbt. << Spring." 12mo; 
sewed, 2«. 6<f. 

HITCHINGS->POEMS. By Charles H. Hitchinos, of the 
Middle Temple. Fcap. 8vo., 5«. 

" Gracefíilly wrítten pocms." — Household Narratwe. 

** Elegantly written, every line proTÍng that Mr. Hitchings has- 
the finger of a poet." — Exammer. 

HISTORIES of Noble British Families. By Henbt 

Dbummond. With Biograpbical Notices of the most Distinguished 
Individuáis in each. Illastrated by their Annoríál Bearíngs, 
Portiaits, Monuments, Seáis, &c. The First and Second Yohimes 
of this splendid and tnüy national Work are now completed, bonnd 
in half morocco, príce £21, or separately in parts. The Families 
contained in the Two Yolumes are Ashbumham, Arden, Cárdene, 
Árdeme, Compton, CecU, Harley, Bruce, PerceYal, Dunbar, Hume, 
Dundas, Drummond, NeviUe, and De Courcy. 

" Mr. Drummond's work ought to be in the library of every 
English gentleman.'' — Fraaer^s Magazme. 

HOFFMAN^CHRONICLES, Selected from the Origináis of 
CARTAPHILUS, THE WANDERING JEW, Embracing a Pcriod 
of nearly Nineteen Centuríes. Now first revealed to, and Edited 
by David Hoffm an, J.UJ)., of Gottingen. In Two Series, each 
of 3 Tols. Yols. 1 and 2 are now ready. Royal 8vo. cloth, gilt, 
2U. each. 

" A narrative deriyed firom and íllustratíTC of ancicnt history» 
penned in a free and yigorous style, and abbunding in traits which 
make the stiidy of the past a positive pleasure. It is informed by 
a large and liberal spirit, it is endowed with good feeling and 
good taste, and cannot fail to make a deep impression npon the 
general mind." — Observer, 

JOYCE— LAST GLIMPSES OF CONVOCATION. Showing the 
Latest Incidents and Results of " Synodical Action " in the Chnrch 
of England. By A&tbub J. Jotce. Fcap., 8yo. cloth, 4«. 6d. 

** A concíse and accurate sketch of the History of ConYocatíon 
from the earliest times till now." — Daily News, 

**A very ingenious little yolume, containing a simple bnt 
valuáble view of the nature of Conyocation.^' —Britannia, 

" A very ably wrítten book." — Spectator. 



BT THOMAS BOSWORTH. 

EINOSTOH-^THE OCEAN QUEEN AND SPIRIT OF THE 
STORM. A New Fairy Tale of the Southern Seas. By William 
H. G. Kingston. With Four Coloured Ulustraüons, by J. 
Eonigstadt. Square, 12mo. doth gilt, 28, 6d. 

EIRB7— STORIES FROM THE CLASSICS, Adapted for Young 
People. By Mart and Elizabbth Kjbbt. With Four Illas* 
trations. 12mo. cloth gilt, 3«. 6d, 

KNOWLES— ON ARCHITECTURAL EDUCATION. A Prize 
Essay of the Royal Institute of Brítish Architects, Session 1852 — 
1853. By Jamks T. Knowlss, Jun. 8vo. sewed, príce 6<f. 

MACAULAT—A TREATISE ON FIELD FORTIFICATION, 
and all other Subjects connected with the Duties of the Fldd 
Engineer. By Colonel Macaulat. Third Edition, 12mo. cloth, 
with Twelve Illustrative PUteSi in folio, 12«. 

" This work was reoommended by the late Commander-in- 
Chief, for the use of candidates for commissions in the army." 

IfACAULAT— A DESCRIPTION OF CHASSELOUP DE 
LAUBAT'S SYSTEM OF FORTIFICATION, as Executed at 
Alessandria. By CoIonelJ^ACAULAT. 12mo., illustrated with Four 
Plates, in folio, 3«. 6d, 

** The beginner will do well to study Mr. Macaula/s plates 
and bríef texts with care." — British Army JHspatch, 

MAC FABLANE— KISMET ; or, The Doom of Turkey. By 
Charles Mac Farlane, Esq., Author of '* Constantinople in 
1828," " Turkey and its Destiny," &c. 12mo. doth, 6«. 

" This book is compiled with judgment, and a matured know- 
ledge of the valué of its materials. It is a valuable, well-timed, 
and most entertaining volume." — Preu. 

MAC FARLANE— THE CAMP OF 1853. With Hints ou 
Military Matters for Civilians. By Charles Mac Farlane, Esq. 
12mo. sewed, 1«. ñéU 

** As a souvenir of what is past, this work will be found a 
yaiuable addition to the library or drawing-room table." — 
British Army JHspatch, 



BOOKS BBCSNTLT PUBLISHED 

MESMEBISM— WHAT IS MESMERISM ? 

" Nec invenUtiir inte . . • . qni ariolot Bcúcitetor, et obterret 
«omnia, atque aaguría, nec sit inalefiou, nec incantator, nec qni 
pythones consulat, nec divinos, aut quaerat a mortuis veri- 
tatem."— VuLo. 

12mo. sewedi 6d. 

UnTCHELL—THE LIFE OP WALLENSTEIN, Duke of Fried- 
land. By Lieut.-CoL Mitchbll. Second Edition. Crown 8to. 
cloth, 5f . 

** A work written with the feelingí of a loldier, the principies 
of a patriot, and the penetration of a statesman." — Jlúon"» 
Hiitory qfEurcpe, 

** We shall be glad if we can convey to the reader any pari of 
the pleasure which we haye receiyed ourselyes from the pemaal 
of this work."— TVmet. 

NOLAN— CAVALRY ; its History and Tactícs. By Captain L. E. 
N01.AN, 16th Hnssan. With Colonred Iliastiatíons. Post 8yo. 
half bound, 10«. 6d. 

** A well written and well digested book, full of interestíng 
fects and valuablc suggestions."— I^aí/y News, 

** The most masterly, and the most attractiye book which has 
been written on Cayalry. It is an 'important contríbution to 
military sdence." — Mwnxng Pott. 

" We know no book — we belieye there is none — which will 
adequately snpply the phce of this. To those belonging to this 
arm of the service, Captain Nohm's book is indispensable; to 
members of all arms it may be useful ; while, from the rích fiond 
of interestíng anecdote with which it abounds, it will attract and 
delight the general reader." — Indian Mail 

OGILVY— A BOOK OF HIGHLAND MINSTRELSY. Poems and 
Ballads, with Prose Introductíon, descríptiye of the Manners and 
Snperstítions of the Scottish Highlanders. By Mrs. D. Ooilvt. 
With numerous Illustrations by Dalziel, from Drawings by M'Ian. 
1 voL fcap. 4to., handsomely bonnd in doth, gilt edges, 12«. 

'* It is impossible not to go on reading and reading. The book 

is charming in a word. * * * Short as the extract perforce 

. is, it will serve to show the natnral and pathetic sweetness and 

the delicate poetical qoality of this delightfol writer."— ifonun^ 

Chromele, 



BT THOMAS BOSWORTH. 

OGILVY— TRADITIONS OF TUSCANY, IN VERSE ; and Other 
[ Poems. By Mn. D. Ogilvt. Fcap. 8yo. doth» 6«. 

'' It Í8 no mean praise to the present volume to say it faXty 
bears out the promise contained in the 'Book of Highland 
Minstrelsy/ It is the geniüne utterance of a soul which, having 
felt and seen for itself, has found an inward necessity of fpma$ 
metrícal expression to imaginative thought." — Weekly NetM, 

BEVEALED ECONOMY (THE) OF HEAVEN AND EARTH, 
Post 8yo. cloth, 6«. 

"Contains much powerfol thought and able wríting." — 
Literary Gazette, 

** A Tery thoughtñd work on the design of the Cospel, and the 
future condition of Cfarístianity." — Engtuh Review. 

BETNOLDS— THE STANDARD COOK. Containing upwárds of 
Seven Hundred Practical Receipts in Cookery, and One Hundred 
in Confectionaiy. To which is added, Bottiing of Fniits and 
Jnices, Home-made Wines, Distilling, Pickling, and Preserying. 
'With an Appendix, containing the Duties of the Steward, House- 
keeper, and Man Cook ; and other Information necessary to be 
known by e^ery Mistress of a Family and Servant. By Robbbt 
Rktnglds, Cook to His Grace the Duke of Portlaud. Post 8to. 
cloth, 7«. 6¿f. 

BIFLE (The) ; Its Uses and Advantages in War, in the Yolnnteer 
Service, and in Sporting Pursuits; with Observations upon the 
Nature, the Power, and the Relative Economy of the Tarious kinds 
of Projective Weapons. Dedicated to the Metropolitan Rifle Club. 
By LoNo Ranos. 8yo. sewed, 1«. 6<f. 

ROBERTSON'S WORKS, including the History of Scothud, the 
History of Charles the Fifth, and the History of America, 6 vols. 
8to. cloth, £3 3f . ; and in various bindings. 



/ 



BOBE'S NEW GENERAL BIOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY. 
12 Tok. 8vo. dothj £4 14«. M.\ and in various bindings. 

*i^* This is the only Bíographical Dictionary having any 
pretensión to completeness, which has been published sinee 
Chalmers's in 1812, It ia a very carefuUy edited work. 



BOOKS RECENTLT PUBLIStíBD 

SPECTATOR— THE SPECTATOR. A New Edition, with Bio- 
graphical and Critical Preface, and Explanatory Notes. To be 
completed in Four Yolumes. Square, fcap. 8vo., each 2s. 6d. 
sewed, or Zs. cloth. 

THE SPECTATOR is also publishing in Twenty Monthly Parts, 
príce 6d. each. 

8CHMID— A HUNDRED TALES FOR CHILDREN. Translated 
From the Germán of Christoph Yon Schmid. By F&ancis B. 
Wells, Rector of Woodchurch, Kent. With Frontispiece and 
Yignette. 16mo. cloth, 2s, 6c/. 

" A good collection of fables, apologues, &c., by a writer 
deservedly popular — to be recommended." — Átherúsum. 

'* Incidents, accidenta, nataral phenomena, thrown into the 
form of little narratives, desig^ed to impress useful lessons upon 
children, at the same time that interest is excited by the tale." — 
Spectator. 

'* This book, we are told in the Translator's Preface, is ' nsed 
as a lesson and reading-book in the schools of Bavaría ;' and we 
think it would be a great improvement if some such plan were 
adopted in English schools, fur all classes. We recommend the 
clergy to make an experíment with this volume in their parochial 
schools. We have an idea that the reading aloud of such tales 
would be found to produce a better style of reading in our 
schools.'' — EngUsh Churchman. 

SPICER— SIGHTS AND SOUNDS ; the Mystery of the Day. 
Comprising a History of the American ''Spirif Manifestations, 
from their Origin to the Present Time. By Hen&y Spicer, Esq. 
Post 8yo. cloth, 9«. 

" A remarkable and interesting work." — Atlas, 

" Mr. Spicer's work is a History of the American " Spirit " 
Manifestations. It is one of the fairest books we have ever met 
with ; the Author details the i^henomena as he himself wit- 
nessed them, and giyes all the authenticáted accounts of the 
manifestations he has coUected.'' — Court Journal. 



SPICER— FACTS AND FANTASIES ; A Sequel to « Sights and 
Sounds." By Hen&t Spicer, Esq. 8vo. sewed, 2«. 



BY TH0MA8 BOSWORTH. 

STOWB— UNCLE TOM'S CABIN. By Harriet Bbbchbb 
Stowb. ''The Author's Editíon " oí this most talented and popular 
American Novel, containing a Preface by the Authoress, written 
expressly for tliis Edition. Crown 8vo. doth, 3«. 6d. 

Mrs. Stowe has a direct interest in the sale of this Edition, 
and it is the only one printed in this country which is authorised 
by her. 

STOWE— A KEY TO UNCLE TOM'S CABIN : By Hamiibt 
Beecber Stowb. Presenting the Original Facts and Documents 
upon which the Story is founded. Together with Corroborative 
Statements yerífying the truth of the Work. 12mo. cloth, 
Zs.ñd. 

THIERSCH— THE HISTORY OF THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH. 
Vol. I. — The Church in the Apostolic Age. By Henry W. J. 
Thibrsch, Doctor of Philosophy and Theology. Translated from 
the Germán by Thomas Carlylb, Esq., of the Scottish Bar. 
12mo. cloth, 6«. 

" In bis earlier works Dr. Thiersch had shown powers of no 
ordinary kind ; sound scholarship, a reverential mind, a just and 
discríminating appreciation of doctrines and principies, a candid 
spirit and a clear style. His ' History of the Church of the 
Apostolic Age,' which appeared in Germany in the early part of 
this year, is the fírst división of a larger work on ' The Ancient 
Christian Church,' and I earnestly hope that it will be translated 
into English, for it is a leamed and instructive work." — Rev, T. 
K, Amold in the Theoloffical Critic. 

Vol. II. is in preparation. 

TRIVIER— AN EXPOSITION OF THE PRINCIPAL MOTIVES 
which Induced me to LEAVE THE CHURCH OF ROME. By 
C. L. Trivibr, formerly a Román Catholic Priest. Translated iírom 
the French by Mrs. Bushby. Fcap. 8yo. cloth, 3s, 6d. 

" To those who are wavering, if they will read at all and jndge 
for themselYes, the valué of this book is past all calculation. It 
has been very carefully translated by Mrs. Bushby, and is well 
worthy of a large drcuíation." — BelTg Weekly Metsenger, 

<^This little book, vnitten by a man of the most extensive 
theological reading, is a compendium which we cannot too highly 
praise.'' — Britannia» 



BOOKS EBCBNTLY PUBLISHBD. 

TÜPFEE--HALF A DOZEN BALLADS ABOUT AUSTEALIA. 
Bj Mabtik F. Tvppbb. 12ino. sewedi prioe M. 

THINGS TO COME. A Propbetic Ode on Topioft of lutont 
and Eztnordinazy Interest. By Martin F. Tuppbb. 8vo., 1«. 

WEST IHDIES— THE BRITISH WEST INDIA COLONIES 
in Connexion with SlaTeiy, Emancipation, &c. By a Resident in 
the West Indies for Thirteen yean. With ao latrodactioa and 
Conduding Remarks by a late Stipendiary Magistrate in Jamaica. 
Second Edition, 8yo. sewed, 1«. 

WHITE^A LEAF OF A CHKISTMAS TREE. From the Gennan. 
Bdited by the Rer. F. Gilbbrt Whitb, M.A. With Five Anastatic 
ninstrationa. Crown 8yo. cloth, 2«. 6dL 

•* Prettily written and prettfly innstrated."— (rtftfrdSon. 

WILLIB— A SUMMER CRXnSE IN THE MEDITERRANEAN 
on Board an American Frigate. By N. Parkbr Willis. Sqnare 
fcap. 8tOv well printed, and containing upwards of 300 pages, la. 6d, 
aewed, and 2«. cloth. 

" An exceedingly clever and amusing book." — Standard. 

" The pictures of Ufe in Constantinopk are perfeet."— Cr^t>. 

''Light and sparkling pietores of the wanderings of the 

m 

WILLMOTT— THE PLEASÜRES, OBJECTS, and ADVAN- 
TAGES of LITERATURE. By the Rev. Robbrt Aris Willmott, 
Incumbent of Bearwood, and Author of *'LÍYe8 of the Sacred 
Poeta,'' ** Jeremy Taylor, a Biography/' &e. &c^ Secoad Bdítíon, 
revised. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 5«. 

"An elegantly written and agreeable book, especiall^r well 
adapted for reading by snatches, when leisure disposea the mind 
to seek for diversión rather than to engage in study." — Spectatorm 

** It may be read oyer and over again, and will alwaya in^iart 
8ome new delight," — Gentleman's Magazine» 

WILLMOTT— PRECIOÜS STONES : Aids to Reflection from 
Prose Writers of the 16th, 17th, and 18th Centuries. By the Bey. 
Robbrt Arib Willmott. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. bs. 



BY THOMAS BOSWORTH, 

WILLHOTT— POBMS. By the Re?. Robbbt Abib Wi^lmott, 
Incnmbent of Bearwood. Second Editíon. Fcap. 8to., doth 4«. 

" Mr. Willmott's descríptions are elegant, his illiutrationa fuU 
of fancy ; the pleasing moral which he draws from the prodne- 
tíons of nature and the works of Providence are such as show the 
preyailing associations of a good and thoughtful mind : there is, 
too, a classical tone and feeling pervading the whole composition, 
which shows equally the scholar and the poet." — Gentieman*» 
Magazine. 

WOLF— THE POETS OF THE WOODS. TweWe Pietoraa of 
English Song Birds, executed m Colours in the hest style of Litho- 
gcaphy. From Drawings hy Josbph Wolf. With Poetical 
Descríptions selected from the hest Authors. Small 4to. doth gflt, 
güt edgea, 15«.» or morocco gilt, £1 bt. 

** A Yolume gracefully phinned and tastefolly executed. The 
illustrations are among the hest specimens of printing in colours 
which have heen produced.'^ — Athenaum. 

" Delightful to look at, more delightful to read ; fuU of high 
poetry, like Prospero's Isiand, with ita sights and sweet sounds, 
which give delight and hurt not. Nothing can he more faithful 
to nature than the delineations of the twelve songsters of our 
fidds and wood8% In form, coloor, and attitude they are admir- 
able, fuU of life, and glittering in their daintily hued plumage. 
We recommend all our readers to this ^ery agreeable book, in 
wlüch the painter and the poet are both summoned to do justice 
to these our brílliant company of singing birda — the opera trot/pe 
of nature." — Momiwg Ckronicle. 

*^ The drawings to this beautiful book haye heen fumiahed by 
Mr. Wolf, already well known for paintings of birds, showing an 
unusual aroount of knowledge of their habits, and feeling for thdr 
colour and form. These ülustrations are marked by a graceful 
and poetical treatment of the aecessoríes. It is due to the 
engrayers also — the Messrs. Hanhart — to say, that prínting in 
cojpur has scarcdy eyer been more delicately or clearly done. 
Besides the pictures, there is a coUection of poetical passages, 
referring to each of the birds thus painted, and these also haye 
been judiciously selected and with great taste. It is a yery 
creditable yolume to all concemed io ift." — Guardian, 

" The work is in the nature of a cento, or coUection of extracts, 
and these are the sweetest extant. The pictured illustrations of 
the little minstrels of the woods are worthy of their literary con- 
nexion in eyery respect. They are eminently beautiful — almost 
unique. Printed in colours ¿fter water colour drawings, by Mr. 
Wolf, they suggest the idea of the perfection of art in the repre- 
sentation of nature. As a drawing-room yolume, therefore, this 
work, from its intrínsic meríts, as well as its attractiye form, will 
be a most acceptable present." — Observer. 



BOOKS PIJBLISHBD BY T. BOSWORTH. 

WORTLEY— " ET CETERA." By the Lady Emmeline Stüart 
WoBTLBT. Post 8yo. cloth, 10«. 6d, 

WORTLBy— THE SLAVE, and Other Poema, EngUsh and 
Spanish. By the Lady Emmeline Stuart Wo&tlby. Crown 
8yo. cloth, 28. 6d. 

WYNNE— THREE ORIGINAL PLAYS. Tricks for the Times ; 
Napoleón the First's First Love ; The Advócate of Durango. By 
John Wynne. Crown 8vo. cloth, bs. 

" These plays show the ability and taste of the writer." — Post. 

YOUNG Traveller— A Young Traveller's Journal of a Tour in 
North and South America. With Sixteen lUustrations. 12mo. 
cloth gilt, 6«. 

" This is the work of a young'lady, cousin to the Marchioness 
of Drogheda, to whom it is dedicated. It is well wrítten, and 
the observations it contains on men, manners, and things, indi- 
cate a surprising precocity. The profuse engrayings, too, with 
which it is illustrated, are from the pencil of the same ingenious 
young personage. North America, the ' States,' New Orleans, 
Mexican Cities, and West Indian Islands, are dealt with in the 
most off-hand and familiar manner ; and we must admit that we 
have met with raany works of the kind, by older and far more 
experíenced persons, which were not half so agreeably and taste- 
fuUy written. The young lady describes what she saw veiy 
prettily and distinctly." — Mheníeum. 

In the PresSf 

And will Shorily Appear, 
THE HISTORY OF THE FORMATION AND PROGRESS 

OF THE 

"THIRD ESTÁTE." 

By AuousTiN Thibrby. 
One Yol., fcap. 8to. 
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